THE     ISLAND    WORLD
vide flour, tobacco, and whisky for yourself, and
"trade" to pay them with. And so the beachcomber
lives, forgetting all the world, except the boat which
brings his supply of grog.
There were two or three blacks sitting around
here, but where was "Yankee Ned," the presiding
genius of the place? A white man emerged from
the largest grass house; this was not Yankee Ned,
but his locnni tenens. Ned had gone to Thursday
Island with dried fish. This man was the type of a
beachcomber, one given up for years to the curse of
drink. He was shaky and tremulous. He did not
advance to meet our party, or manifest any curiosity
or interest as to who we were. Clad only in a shirt
and pants, and with dirty bare feet, he stood at the
door, and with blear eyes nodded stupidly in re-
sponse to our greetings. ''There ain't anything to
drink here/* said he at last. Then I produced a re-
cent copy of " The Australasian/' and handed it to
him. He took it, and looked at it vacuously. Then I
showed the bottle of grog we had brought to pro-
pitiate the guardian of this isle. A flash of intelli-
gence and a fond look at the whisky. "Come in/'
said the beachcomber. He produced a mug, and we
drank solemnly. He said nothing more, but stared
at us with a side glance of affection at the bottle.
He evidently wished us gone; he was fearful we
should take a second drink and consume all the
spirit so dear to him.
The surroundings showed that Yankee Ned was
of a much superior type to this man. The grass
house was built like those in Eastern Polynesia. It
was clean and well ventilated. Sandalwood chests,
native spears, and masks were the principal articles
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